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"Happy Halloween!" 

Jean-Michel looked up from the book he'd been reading to be met with quite the unexpected sight. His 
boyfriend, Mario, walked into the living room of their shared flat and posed, kicking one leg out in front of him 
and raising his arms above his head to display his outfit. 


Jean-Michel blinked a few times, not knowing how to react. 


The drummer was clad in a skimpy, satiny, cheap looking Halloween costume - he had dressed as a frilly, 
slutty French maid. Or - Jean-Michel thought, remembering their nationality - just a regular maid. 


"Why?" Jean-Michel said, unable to keep himself from grinning at the silliness. 


"You don't love it?" Mario gasped, dramatically placing a hand over his heart. "| worked so hard to put this 
together! And to get into it. This shit is small 


The man on the couch raked his eyes down Mario's body, taking in every detail. He started at the silly little 
bonnet adorning his dark hair, to the satin black choker around his neck, to the wide, lacey, square neck of the 
too-tight dress, revealing much of his pale hairless chest, and paused for a moment when he went below the 
waist. The dress left nothing to the imagination, there was no way Mario was wearing underwear with the way 
it was tightly pulling around his hips and showcasing his bulge. The dress only made it about a third of the 
way down his thighs, and when Jean-Michel's eyes fell to his legs, he was gifted with the sight of silky white 
thigh-high stockings with lace at the tops. 


"Where's your shoes?" he asked, looking at the man's feet. 

"| bought high heels but they don't fit," Mario mourned. 

"Put them on," Jean-Michel said, a little more forcefully than he'd intended. 
Mario widened his eyes, surprised, and then smiled. 


"Well - I'll try to get them on again, for you," Mario said, and disappeared back down the hallway. Jean- 
Michel tossed his book to the side and got up to follow him. 


In their bedroom, Mario was bending over to pick up some black buckled heels. In his position, it was 
revealed to Jean-Michel that he indeed was not wearing any underwear. Pleased at this, the bassist landed a 


hard smack onto his ass. 


"You've been a bad maid," Jean-Michel said as Mario yelped in surprise and stood up, rubbing his hand over 


his butt. "| pay you all this money to clean, and yet the entire estate remains a mess." 


"Estate?" Mario repeated, confused as he turned to look at his boyfriend. When he saw Jean-Michel's 
serious face, he huffed out a little laugh and nodded. His boyfriend wanted to roleplay. "Please forgive me, 
monsieur: | am all by my lonesome now that you've fired all of your staff except me! The property is much 


too big to maintain on my own!" 


"Put the fucking shoes on," Jean-Michel said, voice breaking a little bit in his lust, as he jerked his finger 
over to the forgotten heels. "Can't have you working for me only partially dressed. This is unacceptable. | ought 


to fire you, Too.” 


"Please, Monsieur Labadie, l'Il do anything to keep my job," Mario gasped, picking up the shoes and sitting on 
the edge of their bed with a bounce. He tried tugging one shoe over his foot, but, as he had claimed earlier, 
they were simply too small. He arched his foot slightly and managed to wedge it over his heel. He did the same 
with the other shoe and tried to stand, but he wobbled in the ill-fitted heels and sat back down. 


Jean-Michel stopped himself from laughing, maintaining his new role as the very rich and powerful owner 
of a large estate. He stepped forward, pushing Mario's thighs apart, and put a hand under his chin, forcing the 


man to look up at him. 


Mario's eyes were intense - that was nothing new. Big brown eyes regarded Jean-Michel with want and 
trust, waiting. 


"Anything to keep your job, hmm?" he repeated back, dropping his hand down to Mario's exposed chest. 

"Yes, anything," Mario gasped. 

Jean-Michel swooped down and claimed the drummer's lips. Mario wrapped his arms around his shoulders, 
kissing back fervently. Jean-Michel pushed the maid onto his back and they scrabbled up the sheets together 


until they were at the head of the bed. 


"Then you'll be my sex slave, my naughty little maid," Jean-Michel breathed, placing his mouth on Mario's 
neck and biting. He pulled on the silk choker slightly and Mario moaned. 


"Oh shit. | didn't know you liked this," Jean-Michel said, surprised at the drummer's reaction. He placed a 
hand over the front of Mario's neck and squeezed. Mario bucked up automatically, his eyes widening. His 
breaths came out shallowly. Jean-Michel's heart raced at this new discovery, and he kissed the man hard, 


stealing his breath away. 


Mario's moans came out choked, and Jean-Michel released him. The drummer gasped in air before Jean- 


Michel kissed him again 


"So fucking naughty, so bad," Jean-Michel told him, shoving a hand up the bottom of his dress. He grasped 
the fully hard cock there and gave it a few strokes. "You like being my sex slave?" 


Mario nodded enthusiastically, moaning his appreciations and lifting up his hips. 

"You want your tight little ass fucked?" 

"Yes!" 

"Yes, what?" 

Mario grinned. "Yes, monsieur" 

Jean-Michel dove for the drawer of their bedside table and grabbed their lube. He dropped it on the bed 


beside Mario and stripped down naked, tossing his clothes aside. He settled back in between Mario's open thighs 
and flipped open the cap of the lube, squirting out a generous helping. He jerked Mario's cock with it a few 


times, and the man threw his head back into their pillows, groaning happily. Then, he slipped his fingers down 


and into Mario's ass. 


The drummer was used to this, being that the two lovers fucked daily, so it didn't take long to prep him. 
After Jean-Michel was sure he was ready, he lifted the man's legs up, hooking his ankles over his shoulders. 
He ran his hands down the stocking-clad legs and grinned down at his lover. 


"You knew what you were doing with this costume tonight, huh?" he said. 

"| don't know what you mean," Mario feigned, "I am just a lowly maid, monsieur!" 
Jean-Michel chuckled lightly before sheathing himself into Mario's hot tightness. 
They both gasped at the feeling, allowing themselves to adjust 


"This never gets fucking old," Jean-Michel said, and began to fuck Mario. He grasped the man's wrists and 
pinned them down, anchoring the man tightly to the bed so he could drive into him hard. Mario's eyes shut and 
his mouth fell open, corners of his lips turned up in a smile. Jean-Michel loved how much Mario loved being 


fucked. 
Jean-Michel kept his pace steady and leaned down to kiss his boyfriend. 


"Yes," the drummer panted as his lover moved his lips to his neck. Remembering his reaction earlier, Jean- 
Michel removed a hand from one of Mario's wrists to grasp the choker, giving it a tug. Mario's arm flew up 


and he grasped Jean-Michel's shoulder, digging his nails into his skin. 


The bassist closed his hand around Mario's throat once more and squeezed, remaining relentless in his pace. 
Mario whined beneath him, the noise coming out strangled from being choked. Jean-Michel released him in 
favor of rubbing his stocking-covered thigh, tilting his head to kiss and bite the man's ankle. He never thought 
of himself as having a kink for stockings; he supposed they learned a few new things this evening. 


"You gonna be a good little maid for me?" Jean-Michel grunted, that unmistakable feeling welling up within 
him. 


"Ill be good," Mario said, "so good!" 


"lm gonna fuckin’ cum," the bassist moaned. A few more bucks of his hips and his high came on, whipping 
out of him in a white-hot flood. He pulled out and decorated the silky maid costume with his seed, moaning as 


his thighs shook. 


Mario looked up at the panting bassist, pleased with himself. After catching his breath, Jean-Michel flipped 
to his side and tucked himself against the maid. He pushed a hand up Mario's dress and jerked him off until the 


drummer came in several thick streams, wetting the satin of his costume. 


They laid in their bed, sated, kissing for a while. 

"The kitchen is actually a bit of a mess," Jean-Michel said, breaking away from his boyfriend's lips. 
"Hmm?" Mario murmured, raising his eyebrows. 

"Well, if you're dressed the part, | think you ought to do the dishes ---" 


"Fuck you," Mario said, and threw his maid bonnet at Jean-Michel's face. 


